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Tell how^storms deform the skies,
Whence the waves subside and rise,
Trace the comet's blazing tail,
Weigh the planets in a scale ;

Bend, great God, before thy shrine,
The bournless macrocosm's thine.

The remainder of this ode, which Is rather tedious, has been omitted.

JOHN   GILBERT   COOPER

[Born, 1723.   Died, 1700.]

WAS of an ancient family in Nottinghamshire,
and possessed the estate of Thurgarton Priory,
where he exercised the active and useful duties
of a magistrate. He resided, however, occa-
sionally in London, and was a great promoter of
the Society for the Encouragement of Arts and
Manufactures. He died at his house in May-

SONG*.

AWAY ! let nought to love displeasing,

My Winifreda, move your care ;
Let nought delay the heavenly blessing,

Nor squeamish pride, nor gloomy fear.

What though no grants of royal donoz-s
With pompous titles grace our blood,

We'll shine in more substantial honours,
And, to bo noble, we'll be good.

Our name while virtue thus wo tender,
Will sweetly Hound where'er 'tis spoke ;

And all the great ones, they shall wonder
How they respect such little folk.

What though, from Fortune's lavish bounty,
No mighty treasures we possess ;

We'll find, within our pittance, plenty,
And bo content without excess.

Still shall each kind returning season

Sufficient for our wishes give ;
for we will live a life of reason,

And that's the only life to live.

[* " This beautiful address to conjugal love," says Dr.
Percy, " a subjoot too much neglected by tho libertine
Muses, was, T believe, first printed in a volume-<*f miscel-
laneous poems, by several hanclB, published by I). Lewis,
172(5, ttvo. It is there said, how truly I know not, to bo a
translation from the ancient British language"

That it wan printed in 372(> is certain, which as Cooper
wan then only three years old, is fatal to his ripfht. Aikin
blames Percy for inserting it among hiw Uniquest "for
tho title," he says, " was only a poetic Motion, or rather a
stroke of satire."

Cooper printed tho poem in his Letters on Taste (17/55)
but did not print his claim, as Aikin and others have
ignorantly done.]

"Fair, after a long and excruciating illness, occa-
sioned by the stone. He was a zealous pupil of
the Shaftesbury school; and published, besides
his Poems, a Life of Socrates, Letters on Taste,
and Epistles to the Great from Aristippus in
retirement.

Through youth and age, in love excelling,,
We'll hand in hand together tread ;

Sweet-smiling peace shall crown our dwelling,,
And babes, sweet-smiling babes, our bed.

How should I love the pretty creatures,
While round my knees they fondly clung!

To see them look their mother's features,
To hear them lisp their mother's tongue !

And when with envy Time transported,
Shall think to rob UH of our joyn ;

You'll in your girls again be courted,
And I'll go wooing in my boys.

THE nymph that T lovod was as cheerful as day,
And as sweet as the blossoming hawthorn in May,
Her temper was smooth as tho down on tho dove,
And her face was as fair as the mother's of love.

Though mild as the pleasantness zephyr that sheds,
And receives gentle odours from violet beds,
Yet warm in affection as Phoebus at noon,
And as chaste as tho silver-white beamsof themocm.

Her mind was unsullied as new-fallen snow,
Yet as lively as tints of young Iris's bow,
As firm as the rock, and as calm as tho flood
Where tho peace-loving halcyon deposits her brood.

Tho swcetn that each virtue or graco had in store
She cull'd as the bee would the bloom of each

flower j

Which treasured for me, 0 ! how happy was T,
For though hers to collect, it was mine to enjoy.